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Summary:
Murder, cannibalism and demonology are already on your list of sins. So why not indulge in one sin that would actually make you feel good?

Notes:
mightve fucked up the timeline a little, but idc enough to check; saw incest, had to write about it

Work Text:
You stood there at the bottom of the steps, trash bags hanging from limp fingers. Only the two skulls left, grinning at you as if taunting you into an argument even in death. Their expressions made an odd mixture of guilt and disgust rise like bile. For a moment you couldn’t decide who you hated more – yourself for killing, eating and disposing of them, or your parents for being… well, your parents.

Ugh. You had to stop thinking about this. You already got too little sleep as it was.

Nothing to it then but to stuff those skulls away and throw them to the bottom of the ocean.

Arms wrapped around you and the force of the body at your back made you stumble forward. Ashley’s head was on your shoulder, hair tickling your face. You stiffened at the beam of her grin. The flip your stomach did wasn’t a good portent either. But it was too much to hope that Ashley wouldn’t notice it.

“Why are you so stiff?” Her grin turned into an accusatory pout.

“I’m not.”

You tried to relax. It didn’t work much.

Ashley’s arms around your body tightened, her face tucked into the crook of your neck.

“Ashley, what are you doing?”

“I’m happy. Life is good.”

Life was, decidedly, not good. You were on the run, had no IDs and no plan. You supposed you had some money and temporary shelter, but that came with the heavy weight on your shoulders besides your sister’s head and an uneasy feeling in the pit of your stomach.

“Come on, Andy,” Ashley whined, leaning forward to pout at you and threatening to topple both of you.  “Don’t be so boring. Smile a little.”

You rolled your eyes. Apparently, that wasn’t answer enough, because Ashley wrapped herself even tighter around you, nearly her whole body balanced on your shoulders.

“You do like spending time with me, right, Andy?”

And you stiffened again, your mother’s words coming unbidden back to you. Involuntarily your eyes flitted to the skulls, leering at you with post-mortem disappointment. Maybe you wouldn’t have been so shaken by the accusation if it hadn’t been so close to the truth. The truth you didn’t want to admit yourself, the truth you’ve been trying to shove out of your mind but your infuriating sister was insistent on bringing up again.

You shook Ashley off and you could feel her pout as you walked away. You couldn’t stand the sight of those skulls anymore.

“Why are you being such a bitch?” Ashley demanded, hands on her hips. “You’re not allowed to not talk to me,” she said, which was ironic, really.

You shoved the skulls into the trash bag – out of sight, out of mind, hopefully. Maybe it was the relief of not having to see them again, or the need to get rid of this insidious thought or perhaps it was Ashley’s presence, angry and demanding, that made you finally speak.

“I’m just thinking about something Mom said before…”

“That she thought we were fucking?”

You spun around to stare at her. She had been upstairs, hadn’t she? But she had arrived only a moment later, being overly affectionate again… as if she had heard the exchange.

Ashley met your wide-eyed stare with a chipper grin. You had spent enough time with her to sense an ulterior motive behind it.

“Why, was she right?” she asked ever so innocently. “Is that what you want?”

You opened your mouth to answer, but your brain was lagging behind. Finally faced with this confrontation that existed in both your worst nightmares and filthiest wet dreams was not something you were prepared for. Suddenly dealing with the skulls of your freshly murdered parents seemed a far better alternative.

Ashley sauntered over, coming closer and closer until she put her hands around your waist and pulled you close, chest to chest, nose to nose.

“Do you dream about fucking me? Just throwing me on the bed and pounding into me? Your little sister?”

She leaned even closer, standing on her tiptoes, her breath fanning across your face as she whispered those awful, disgusting, abominable words.

“How often have you thought about it? Have you touched yourself to me when I slept across the room from you?”

Your eyes were stuck on her mouth, following the movement of her lips, watching for the flash of teeth and tongue.

“Did you watch me changing? Pretended you were busy but secretly still stared at me?”

You were holding your breath, trying not to think so you wouldn’t say anything stupid and digging yourself deeper into this hole. Those restless feelings only worsened because everything she said was true.

You went cross-eyed to follow Ashley’s face, see her ominous grin as she said, “I’m right, aren’t I?”

And that was all the answer she needed – the fact that you didn’t answer, that you didn’t deny it nor push her away. She closed that miniscule gap between you to press your mouths together. It wasn’t gentle or hesitant, no, that wouldn’t be like her. Ashley was making up for inexperience with enthusiasm, and your brain came alive enough to respond, the thought that this was wrong and fucked up warring with the feeling of Ashley’s lips on your and horribly losing.

“Don’t be shy, Andy,” she murmured. You could feel her stupid fucking grin when she kissed you again and, oh, just her lips already felt like a mistake.

“It’s Andrew,” you said, mostly just to say something, to feel like she didn’t have the upper hand. But you could feel the smugness radiating off her and her body against yours felt so fucking good and, fuck it, you’ve already done all this shit, what’s one more line to cross.

The trash bag fell from your hand and you grabbed her face, pushed your tongue past her lips – dry and chapped and so very sinful. She made a sound somewhere between a moan and a whine that got an instantaneous reaction from your body. You could feel the outline of her figure through your clothes, the curve of her hips and breasts, the warmth of her skin. The kiss tasted of Mom.

Ashley started dragging you forwards, refusing to break the kiss, which was honestly the first good idea she had, you might have said something really stupid otherwise. But then you realised she was dragging you towards the bed in the corner of the room. You didn’t have enough time to figure out how you felt about this when you were already pulled on top of it, Ashley laying under you.

You broke the kiss despite Ashley’s nails digging into your shoulders in discontent. She pushed her kiss-swollen bottom lip into a pout as you blinked the image of her back into focus.

“Are you– sure? That we should–?”

“Of course, Andy. Don’t you want me?”

That was the whole problem, wasn’t it.

“I do.” Ashley’s smile soothed something inside you. “But I don’t know if… Here?”

“Where else?”

She was looking up at you with wide eyes, almost innocent if it weren’t for everything else about her. She curled one leg around your hips and pulled your body down, flush with hers. Her look wasn’t so innocent anymore when she grinded against you.

“You want me, right?” she asked before pulling you down into a kiss, not waiting for an answer. She never actually needed an answer, thinking back on it – even though the fact you were rutting against her was answer enough. It was surprising, really, that she felt this way and hadn’t followed through on it until now.

“Come on, Andy,” she urged you on, hands shifting from your neck to the hem of your shirt, pulling it in a direction not conducive to undressing. You separated to tug your shirt over your head lest she get the idea to rip it in two.

You looked down and sucked in a harsh breath. Ashley’s hair was a mess from dragging her shirt off, thrown somewhere on the floor. She pushed her chest forward as she reached behind her back and a moment later the bra came off too. She fell back onto the mattress with a satisfied grin.

“Do I look as good as your dreams?”

Your eyes roved over the expanse of pale flesh, slim and bony from malnutrition, only recently gorged on human meat. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes shining, pupils dilated. You gave into the impulse to touch, to dig your fingers into her body, feel flesh give under the pressure. You shifted your hand up to cup her breast – it fit perfectly into your palm – and delighted far too much in her little gasp.

“Better. You look so much better.”

Ashley threaded her hand in your hair to drag you down into a kiss. You kneaded her breast with one hand, supporting yourself with the other, and she groaned so you kept the motion up, rubbing circles with your thumb around her nipple. She bit at your lip, pulling painfully but so nicely, and when you separated for breath, you were sure she had ripped a patch of skin from your lip. The faint taste of blood mixed well with the taste of Ashley, anyway.

She writhed under you, kicking at your feet, and you only realised she had pushed her pants off when she wrapped her legs around you, grinding against the shape of your hardening cock.

You sat up despite her hand tightening in your hair. She was naked under you, the entirety of her. You had only glimpsed her body when she had come from the shower, dropped her towel and your self-control had faltered. She was beautiful. She was wicked and manipulative and beautiful.

“Are you going to keep staring or are you going to fuck me?”

You snapped from your stupor, breath catching, and you hesitated once more.

“Ashley, are you sure? This is… fucked up. We can’t come back from this.”

“I don’t wanna come back from this.” Ashley grabbed your hand and dragged it to her core. The insides of her thighs were slick and glistening. “Can’t you feel how wet I am for you?”

She was, warm and wet and pliant as you dragged your fingers over her core. Her body gave a small twitch at the sensation, so you dipped a digit into her cunt, enveloped in tight heat.

“We don’t have condoms,” you argued despite slowly pumping your finger into her.

“I don’t care.”

You huffed. You set your hand on her hip to hold her still, ensure she didn’t make some stupid, impulsive move. Your fingers glistened with her wetness.

“You should care. Ashley, what if you–”

“If you’re not gonna take my virginity, are you gonna let someone else?”

You snapped your mouth shut, brows furrowing into a scowl. You forgot the rest of your words. Which meant Ashley’s taunt worked, because now it was the only thing on your mind. Because the answer was a resounding no the fuck not.

You pounced on her, the kiss more tongue and teeth than proper kiss, but it didn’t matter, you were both groaning into it, Ashley’s hands around your shoulders, your fingers pushing into her cunt again.

“You’re mine,” you muttered against her mouth. “I’m yours and you’re mine.”

Ashley moaned in agreement, her nails dragging lines into your back. You just knew she was going to tease you about those marks later, but fuck it, you were giving into your impulsive urges and intrusive thoughts.

You pushed your jeans off with uncoordinated hands, Ashley’s legs tangled with yours helping only somewhat. Your underwear was next, shoved somewhere out of the way towards the foot of the bed.  

“Andy…” Her gaze dropped to your hand around your cock. You settled yourself between her legs, all your wet dreams come true with her body laid out before you. Your sister’s body, you thought dizzily.

“Fuck me already.”

You positioned yourself at her entrance and slowly eased in, her tight cunt engulfing you inch by inch. She let out little whines and cut-off gasps, but she didn’t show any sign of discomfort so you continued. You bit your lip, eyes closed, forgetting everything that had happened, the room around you and the skulls stuffed into that bag. For this moment the world narrowed down to this point of contact, this feeling of sinking fully inside your sister.

The heat of arousal curled down your spine, coiling in the pit of your stomach – a good feeling for once. Ashley’s hands on your flushed skin were colder, raising goosebumps in their wake, nails digging into flesh and leaving red lines behind and the sting of that was pretty hot too.

“I’m better, aren’t I,” Ashley gasped.

Your mind was overwhelmed with the pleasure coiling in your gut to focus on her words. “Huh?”

“I’m better than those sluts you dated,” she repeated. She wrapped her legs around you, heel pressing at your back to force you to move. You did, pulling out before thrusting back in, making the headboard of the bed knock against the wall. Ashley’s eyes were half-lidded, but she kept her gaze trained on you.

“How many times did you fuck your girlfriend and think of me?”

You groaned and buried your face in the crook of her neck, nipping at the skin. Your hand tightened on her hip, pressing her down into the mattress, setting a steady rhythm. Her body was perfect, as if moulded just for you, and wasn’t that a fucking thought.

“I’m what you always wanted.” Ashley wouldn’t shut up. Her mouth was right at your ear and you heard her so very clearly over your own grunts. “It’s me, not those bitches in your past.”

A light sheen of sweat made your skin stick together. Her wetness made lewd sounds every time you thrust in, aiming for deeper and deeper, part of you wanting to shut her up, the other part sending you closer to the edge with every word she spoke.

You moved one hand to her core, rubbing tight little circles over her clit and revelling in the sudden gasp that cut off her next abrasive comment. Her moans were loud, as was everything about her. Her hips bucked up, her nails digging half-moons into your back. You left marks on her neck in retaliation.

“This is what you wanted,” she still continued through gasped breaths. “Me. Not those whores.”

You hated that she was right. You hated that she felt so much better. You hated that this felt right.

“Tell me.”

She tried to pull you closer, as if trying to meld you into one person, and, fuck, you wanted that too. Maybe that demon of hers could do something about it. Her cunt clenched around you and your hips stuttered.

“Tell me I’m better, Andy.”

You lifted your head to press your mouths together, to kiss all the breath from her lungs, ending up breathless yourself. You sped up your thumb on her clit, wrist cramping from the position but what did it matter.

She was panting when you broke the kiss, breaths loud and only vaguely resembling your name.

“I love you, Leyley.”

She choked on a grin, eyes going half-lidded as she clenched around you, back arching and body going taut. She came with a strained moan of your name. A sight that would be carved into your brain for all the days to come.

Your pace faltered, losing its rhythm. The only goal was to thrust into that tight heat, the passage clenching around your cock. You were so close, and with another look at Ashley’s flushed face and a harsh thrust into her body, you were coming.

Your groan was shamefully loud. Heat and satisfaction inundated your body. You collapsed against Ashley, your bodies sticking together. The air in the room was warm and stuffy.

You could hear her heartbeat with your head on her chest. She was slowly coming down from her high, her heartbeat calming, and you felt her pleasure almost as clearly as your own.

“You came inside me,” she murmured. You could hear the grin in her voice.

“Shut up.”

You held her tighter.